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PREFACE. 



Gentle Reader : 

A little nonsense, now and then, 
Is relished by the wisest men, 
Sounds an old saying. But if you consider what is here unfolded 
solely in the light of nonsense, pure and simple, permit me, in all 
sincerity, to differ with you. And yet, my sincerity — ^though I am 
loath to confess it — lends small proof as to the rational significance 
to be drawn from the subsequent pages. No, to own the truth, 
though I cling to the belief that this story carries weighty import, 
and particularl y as regards the person herein named, and that, 
moreover, I am the medium chosen for conveying to him its 
weird contents, I am, however, not thoroughly convinced as to its 
genuine merit or true interpretation. Neither do I know whence 
it emanated. For the dread tale was conceived in a dream and 
born into existence while its secret influence lasted. Hence, you 
are at liberty to place upon it your own version. And now 
mark the following : 

Brand me a foamy bubbler with a fleamy brain, and fling at 
me your galling gibes from afar and near— for such I fear my only 
meed will be for this uncouth creation ; but, forbear, I pray you, 
and don't stamp what here you read : a ghastly joke concocted 
purely for an evil purpose. For, notwithstanding its apparent 
barrenness of sense, it is nevertheless penned in good faith, and 
not polluted with motives of sinister origin. 

Full well may I say — and with truth undefiled by malice, that 
the party hereto did not altogether treat me in a manner befitting 
an honest, well-bred gentleman, as regards my solicitous epistle 
sent him.* For though it was written in his behalf and mailed 



* N. B. The within is a copy of said epistle. 



x 



him free of charge, it was respectfully submitted for perusal only, 
and not "for keeps," as plainly made manifest further on. But 
despite my humble request for its return, though granting him the 
privilege of securing a copy therefrom — if he so choose — he not 
only ignored my prayer as far as the mooted epistle was con- 
cerned ; but — could you believe that of a King Midas ? — he even 
withheld the few paltry postage stamps enclosed to cover its 
return charges ! But, ah, now I am rashly striding a bit too far, 
and in this, of course, you naturally suspect a cause for spite and 
ill feeling, which must, of necessity, underlie my uncanny revela- 
tion. You are utterly at sea, my dear reader, and worse still, you 
are out ofyour reckoning. For so far from harboring feelings of 
animosity toward the man, flagrant though his breach of proper 
business etiquette were, as here indicated, I can truthfully assert, 
I cherish naught but sentiments of kindness for him. 

But why, you ask, is this narrative, which, by the way, is not 
especially flattering to the man it portrays — nay, rather absurdly 
the reverse of it — laid bare for public scrutiny? Ransack page for 
page, until you reach the final end to this tale, and you will surely 
glean the information craved, besides saving me the trouble of 
explaining it to you. However, as far as the man himself is con- 
cerned, who certainly received my message, but who, after all, 
possibly never deigned it even a passing glande, it is so decreed 
(the printing of it namely), lest he might have valid ground for 
pleading ignorance thereof in the fated hereafter. Ah, you smile, 
and methinks I see a smile more akin to a cynical sneer than the 
jovial signs of innocent mirth, veiling your skeptical countenance. 
Never mind. Read first and judge afterwards. 

And now I launch this strangely built craft on the sea of pub- 
lic opinion ; but so far from expecting to score a great hit on 
account of her novel structure, I tremble lest she meet with speedy 
disaster— destructive to herself, and possibly destructive to her 
rash, but fearless 

Author. 
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Copy of an Epistle sent to Jay Gould. 

June 5, 1892. 



INTRODUCTORY REMARKS. 

Deign, I pray you, Sir, to peruse the following lines, 
not casually or in disdainful haste, but in a spirit ot 
humility tempered with profound deliberation, yea, with 
earnestness of purpose pondering over and weighing 
every word of this communication; for, believe me. Sir, 
it is of far greater importance to your future well-being 
then the possible loss or temporary possession of the 
colossal wealth you have accumulated in this sphere. 
You may perhaps, in your mind, make me an object of 
scorn and ridicule and even brand me a preposterous 
** crank'' void of all reason. You may possibly tender 
this innovation, but a hurried glance and thereupon dis- 
dainfully consign it to the waste basket or similar recep- 
tacle set apart for such purpose *; yet, despite that prob- 
able result— =-a possible sequence not unlooked for, and 
which has hampered me for days and months and deterred 
me from addressing you at an earlier date — I must call 
on you now, and will speak to you in open and candid 
spirit, simply because I feel strangely compelled in so 
doing. 



* Please, after perusal, return M.S. to writer, postage enclosed 
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Know, therefore, my dear Sir, that an irresistible 
impulse has prompted me — nay, driven me, is nearer 
the truth, — contrary to my will and inclination, to forth- 
with reveal to you a brief but strange experience of mine, 
now long passed, and yet as vividly impressed on me as 
though it had happened but yesterday. During all this 
time, however, my constant endeavor has been to banish 
these queer thoughts ; having tried to consider them from 
a rational point of view as only there phantoms of an over- 
wrought brain, or influenced by, what some may claim, 
impaired physical functions, but all to no purpose. 
This visionary experience of mine is ever recurring, 
ever disturbing me, with night and with day — even pre- 
senting itself with exasperating frequency in my daily 
vocation,^and always importuning me to lose no time in 
imparting its peculiar though realistic denouement to you, 
ere it may be too late. Therefore, scorn me not, nor look 
upon me as a presumptuous knave, harboring evil; but 
read and heed this implied warning, I beseech you. 
Banish, for the moment at least, all worldly thought, all 
sordid craving for gain, not needed, and let your inborn 
conscience and moral judgment — the criterions of unbi- 
assed truth, impel you to seek the right course subse- 
quent to this reading. 

Now, as to why your personality should so unex- 
pectedly loom up in my dreams — for of such is my weird 
experience to be unfolded — ^and why, moreover, some oc- 
cult power should so constantly and persistently urge 
their prompt disclosure to you, is a profound mystery 
that no reason of mine can excogitate. For, compara- 
tively speaking, you are an utter stranger to me ; and 
barring the fact that I have seen your picture at times — 
not always strictly true to nature, perhaps, and now and 
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then heard of you in connection with the stupendous 
** Fortune *' you have amassed, together with* the mam- 
moth financial schemes, in which you pose a leading 
factor, I must own I know next to nothing about you. 
Hence, candidly speaking, Sir, I have never bestowed 
upon you more than passing thoughts, derived principally 
from casual perusals of more or less erratic newspaper 
articles, commenting on your person and gigantic money 
ventures. And yet, all of a sudden and quite unprepared 
for such lofty — no, low encounter, do I find myself 
thrown directly into your companionship ; but, viewing 
you in such awful state and utterly abject misery as 
totally to beggar description. 

For, lo and behold! you were revealed to my vision, 
not in the garb of the modern Croesus that you are, alas ! 
no,but in a condition, mean and utterly frightful, harassed 
as you were with the most abominable scourges known 
to frail mankind, your body bent and shriveled up al- 
most out of human semblance, with visage even worse 
to behold, and nude save for a few tatters — ^the scant 
remnant of some decomposed rags that clung to your 
ghastly form. 

Now, curb your wrath and hesitate not, even though 
thousands of dollars — a mere bagatelle to you — should 
be at stake during the few moments perusal of this 
warning. For verily, you shall know it is a warning; and 
again, I will reiterate, that contrary to my will and wish 
I am by some mystic power enjoined to disclose these 
things to you. 

THE SPIRITUAL FLIGHT TO AN UNKNOWN SPHERE. 

Some time ago, I n^ed not state exactly when, I 
sought my couch at a rather late hour with the last 
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strokes of the clock's midnight call chiming on my dull 
hearing. My body was tired out, weakened by many a 
night's ceaseless vigils at the sickbed; and my heart was 
overwhelmed with unspeakable grief at the premature 
loss of a dearly beloved daughter, grown almost to 
womanhood, but who now rests in the silent grave. 
And shutting my eyes I tried hard to obtain some 
sleep, well aware that nothing but genuine rest could 
re-invigorate my bodily functions, so severely taxed for 
days past, but all in vain. My overwrought nerves 
spurred by mental distress, so keenly felt, failed to respond 
to the soothing influence so much needed; so brooding over 
our loss and the ultimate fate of a dear boy, who also had 
been stricken by fell disease and with labored breathing 
lay within arm's length of his careworn parents, I found 
the courted god of slumber obdurate; and for long hours I 
remained restless and awake, harassed by a turmoil of 
conflicting emotions that thronged my sleepless brain. 
But exhausted nature had to succumb; and at .last a 
dormant spell came to my relief, though not before the 
first glitter of approaching day smote my clouded 
vision. 

The world and its cares seemed to vanish; and the 
next moment I felt myself as by some invisible power 
torn away from this mundane sphere, and then con- 
veyed through empty space — at least I thought it was 
empty, though, I, no doubt, passed a good many worlds 
on my journey — and over a murky abyss yawning beneath 
me. My flight was at an eagle's pace, or even swifter, 
I thought, and yet, it seemed a long, long time, ere I 
finally reached my journey's end. Onward, I darted, I 
knew not whither, when all at once I fairly dropped 
through space, my descent, as I imagined, gaining impetus 



with alarming rapidit3^ Gasping for breath, a peculiar 
pricking sensation overcame me — a feeling as of thou- 
sands of sharp-pointed needles piercing my tender skin. 

* 'Ah,'* thought I, "surely this is the essence of life — 
the immortal soul fleeing my mortal body;'* and the 
thought was more reassuring than feai^-inspiring ; for 
now I surmised that life would be extinct ere my bodily 
frame reached its goal of destruction. 

But, no, my earthly reasoning was at fault ; 
and soon my pursy respiration became less oppressive, 
and then not only did I breathe easier, but even the 
innumerable stings so painfully felt ceased entirely. 
The swift descent was checked, and almost before^ being 
sensible of the abrupt change that followed, there my 
feet touched tefrafirma, when 1 found myself .in a place 
which, upon inspection, as far as human eye could pene- 
trate the existing gloom, proved to be a desolate region 
of barren hummocks immured, amid frowning, over- 
hanging cliflfs, that threatened immediate downfall. 
And all appeared wretchedly abandoned and devoid of 
life and vegetation. 

A WANDERER ON MYSTIC SHORES. 

I had landed in a very strange country, where 
darkness and silence as of grim death reigned all around . 
me ; and heavy and painfully oppressive I found the 
dull atmosphere infused into my sluggish life-currents. 
Now, for the first time, a mortal dread took violent hold 
of me, and with my quick advent came the no less quick 
impulse of seeking the shortest way out . of this terra 
incognita. And I groped about till I finally staggered 
along on my rough march, guiding my pace in all possi- 
ble directions, but my anxious effort to discover an out- 
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let proved painftflly fruitless. Suddenly I sank to the 
ground, when a physical stupor overburdened me, which 
gradually robbed me of my entire vital force till I be- 
came lost in deathlike unconsciousness. In due time, 
however, I regained my faculties again, feeling as I 
imagined slightly improved, physically as well as men- 
tally. 

I had anticipated welcome daylight would greet my 
awakened glance ; but, no, the gloom remained as dense 
as ever, and never appeared to have grown a shade 
brighter. A pall of leaden hue brooded over this sterile 
waste, shutting out not only the solar orb, provided day 
had ever existed amid such desolation, but even those 
beacons of light, the twinkling stars on the firmament 
that make night less hideous. 

Utterly crestfallen and almost on the brink df despair 
over my forlorn situation I arose, my first aim being to 
discover, if possible, some creature of human form in 
this miserable desert. At first I saw but dimly through 
the obscure mist that enveloped all ; but gradually, as I 
groped along, my vision became more and more accus- 
tomed to the prevailing darkness ; and after a few min- 
utes aimless wandering I could discern a number of 
wretched hovels scattered about within a short radius. 
Some were mean-looking * * dug-outs ' ' rising partly out 
of the lifeless soil, while the greater number appeared 
mgre excavations in the hillsides, more like the dens for 
beasts than habitations designed for human beings, and 
all invariably adorned with a rude hole, which I subse- 
quently learned, served as their only exit and entrance. 

** Surely, I must have landed in the country among 
the cave-dwellers,** was my silent thought, as I stopped 
short to reconnoitre the forsaken surroundings. 



— II — 

As stated, I was imbued with a vague desire to meet 
with some of the inhabitants of this apparently cursed 
region ; but none had appeared so far, though scattered 
within plain sight I now perceived some of the rude, yet 
unmistakable signs of their handiwork. I paused rather 
irresolute for a few moments, and then I began slowly 
wandering around a winding path, leading, as I fan- 
cied, to one of the huts within short approach. So, on 
I stumbled with diligent tread as fast as my weakened 
limbs would permit me ; yet, curiously enough and sadly 
discouraging, besides, never did that hut show up any 
nearer. To the utmost tired and dismayed again, and 
laboring under a constant fear that seemed to augment 
as the time fleeted by, I now turned my weary pace to- 
ward another dwelling, appearing within easy reach ; 
but with the same result — the object receded as it were 
with my intended approach. 

A MYSTIC PKRSONAGK ENCOUNTERED, AS SHY AS HE 

WAS REVOI^TING. 

Troubled in my innermost soul, and mute with 
despair that no human can faithfully portray, I soon re- 
lapsed into another lethargic spell, ending with another 
deathlike trance, that endured, I know not how long, 
and from which I finally was awakened by a sound as of 
stealthy footsteps grating on my sense of hearing. 
Quickly I assumed a sitting posture, and gazing aroupd 
whence the sound proceeded I was struck with amaze- 
ment, though blended with some joy, at perceiving an 
object in human form gliding silently by me. And this 
familiar, though strangely attired, or rather — unattired 
being was almost in a nude state, save for some dilapi- 
dated rags — the remnants apparently of some former 
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costly material — which clung to his loins in a manner 
similar to a barbarian's rude vestment. And in his right 
hand he carried, rather circumspectly, a roughly con-, 
structed earthen vessel that evidently held some sort of 
liquid. Apparently the load was quite a burdensome 
one to the carrier, and with painful gait he hobbled on 
bare feet across a rough gravel path leading toward one 
of the wretched habitations in sight. 

Now, fully aroused from my comatose state, and 
eagerly intent upon communicating with the man, I 
instantly hailed him, bidding him halt, at the same time 
endeavoring to get on my feet that I might approach 
him. And the man heard me, for at the sound of my 
voice he turned a half-averted, startled glance in my 
direction. 

But what a glance, and what gruesome expression 
met mine from those seemingly cancerous features — that 
is, what remained of them — so terribly distorted and 
sickening ! The sight almost stopped my fluttering 
heart from beating, and the icy shudder that crept 
through me racked every bone in my body. Gaunt and 
deformed as the man's naked form appeared, all hide 
and bones, with scant flesh to relieve his scranky struct- 
ure ; his unprotected head decked with a sparse covering 
of long and matted hair ; his arms and legs seared 
with angry tumors, all that and more bore an earthly 
impress, seemed in no way so very unusual or courted 
any special attention ; but the utter hideousness of his 
countenance— why , that was a picture to give even the most 
callous grave robber the horrors. His entire face was 
ravaged by some frightful disease, with eyes glittering 
like two glowing coals set in the midst of a mass of 
moribund flesh ; he had no nose to mention by that 
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name ; neither were any ears visible ; while his mouth — 
a horrid cave in his skull — void of lips and garnished 
with a broken set of blackened teeth, made still more 
revolting by the straggling bunches of hair which sur- 
rounded them, revealed a being so utterly repulsive and 
monstrous as to be far, far beyomi human conception. 

Ill physically, and on the verge of despair mentally, 
I stood sadly in need of human aid of some kind, a con- 
genial soul of my own image, that could accord me solace 
and relief ; but what possible aid or comfort could a 
being in my afflicted condition well reasonably expect from 
such an unearthly monstrosity ? Yet, terrible though 
his form and distorted features were, his very eyes with 
their lurid and unnatural glare were the objects that 
inspired in me the greatest fear and revulsion. And so 
our glances met only tp be hastily withdrawn again, at 
least in as far as I w^as concerned, 

* * Humanity is conceded to possess certain divine 
attributes, '* I silently argued in my mind, and I remained 
still and staring at empty space for the moment ; ** but 
how were it possible for those noble traits to abide in the 
tabernacle of this veritable monster so shocking to be- 
,hold ? Surely he bears the embodiment of a demon 
without and is, therefore, most likely a demon within, 
and far rather suffer the agony of want and loneliness 
tenfold, than risk coming in contact with such a repul- 
sive creature," was my grim reasoning. And, thusly 
affected with loathing in its most disgusting sense, I 
determined to endure forever my sad plight, if so de- 
creed, rather than have recourse to such an odious 
being for any possible guidance or assistance he might 
render. So I never stirred, only remaining curiously 
watching his ungainly progress. 
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And soon a score of paces or so intervened between 
me and this foul deformity, and with toilsome tread he 
was still picking his way over the rough path chosen, 
when all at once a long-enduring hollow cough broke 
the stillness of our surroundings and compelled him to a 
sudden halt. Again he measured a few tottering paces, 
but quickly came to another full stop, in the meantime 
coughing and expectorating till I feared every organ of 
his entire vital structure would rend asunder. And the 
dreadful sight and no less agonizing sound, grating on 
my sensitive feelings, was enough to drive a person 
stark mad, I thought. 

But human sympathy — one of the divine attributes 
in God-like man — now wrought an instant change in me. 
It conquered all my fear and revulsion of feeling ; and 
the next moment I was beside the tormented being, en- 
deavoring my best to succor him. My sympathetic 
glance met his. I gave voice to a gentle sentence or 
two by way of commiseration, at the same time raising 
my hand to support him; when, **oh! '' I cried, in 
sudden alarm — the tortured man startled like a hunted 
criminal in dread of capture, and instantly turned his 
back on me, when with the speed of a greyhound he 
darted off and in a few seconds vanished within the 
murky recess of one of the above said wretched habita- 
tions that was evidently his place of refuge. 

The monster was in the throes of death I thought, 
and yet before I had time to proffer the aid he appeared 
so much in need of — an aid stronger in will than in deed, 
in my crippled condition — off he hastened with the fleet- 
ness of a sprinter trained for a footrace ; while I — well, 
I lingered behind utterly dumbfounded at the man's 
strange antics, and unable to unravel the perplexing 
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state I had been cast into. Whether I moved or not I 
cannot now recall to my mind, but again a growing 
weakness encumbered my soul and body ; and once more, 
for the third time, I felt myself shorn of my sapped 
vitality, when I dropped powerless to the hard ground, 
in a cataleptic fit, as on the two former occasions. And 
3'et, curiously enough, the last attack was not strictly 
speaking one of catalepsy ; for previously my functions, 
physical, as well as mental, had succumbed with one 
fell swoop, rendering me totally insensible while the 
coma lasted ; now, on the contrary, the body alone be- 
came entirely prostrated, while the spirit remained 
signally unaffected and active. And being no longer 
harassed by pain beyond the resistless languor of body 
that kept me chained to the ground, nor subject to 
w^ants of any kind, the bent of my mind now proved a 
traitor to the body which fostered it, centering with 
sympathetic force upon the miserable being encountered, 
instead of upon my own dire adventure and its final 
solution . 

SII.ENT AND LOUD OBSERVATIONS ON THE MAN-OGRE, 
ENDING UNDER THE FIERCE ASSAULT OF A 
PACK OF SHE-WOLVES. 

As mentioned before, during my brief but very 
close interview with the stranger — in truth, I was the 
stranger — I could not help observing at once the utter 
horror-striking repulsiveness of his mien — a picture so 
frightful that even a stale morgue keeper would wince, 
looking at it ; yet, upon paying more marked attention 
to certain traits and lineaments in this malformed visage, 
I noticed to my great surprise that it bore some, though 
remote, likeness to a person not altogether unfamiliar to 
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me. So pursuing this new-fangled idea, and succeeding 
in elevating my shoulders and limp head against a huge 
clot of earth bedded beside me, I straightway allowed 
my thoughts full sway in that direction. And with the 
thoughts soon became allied the positive conviction that 
once before had I beheld this same man — aye, the very 
same identical countenance, though now so fearfully 
altered ! 

**Most assuredly, I have seen him before; but 
where, when and under what circumstances ? and who, 
in the name of God, can this ill-favored being imperson- 
ate?*' I voiced in loud strain. And for answer a 
muffled echo returned the uttered sentence, the sepul- 
chral sound of which sent a shudder, icy-cold, through 
my bones and marrow. Once more a terrible, yet un- 
known, fear robbed me of all courage. And again I 
attempted to rise and flee from this accursed scene ; yet, 
flee I could not, try hard as I would to exert my utmost 
will power in that direction. Then some evil inspira- 
tion akin to a madman's frenzy possessed me ; and in 
maddened outbursts I cursed my fate, railed against 
everything but God, and ended by clamoring for instant 
relief in my sore extremity. Soon, however, I regained 
my proper senses, and then the reaction was felt — the 
abject fear imposed by the blasphemous utterances pro- 
nounced. 

But hardly were the last notes of my clamoring 
echo smothered in the stagnant air, when — **God save 
me ! " I shuddered — an unearthly laughter, mingled 
with ear-piercing yells, the blasting outbursts as of a 
chorus of demons, made sad havoc with my faltering 
courage. 



— 17 — 

' ' God have mercy on me and save me fropi the 
powers of darkness ! '' was my excited loud outcry. 

But, ah me ! God was not near, nor did he heed the 
fervent supplication of anguish offered ; and the next 
moment I was thrilled by a repetition of these blood- 
curdling cries, an infernal rhapsody of inhuman sounds 
that almost deprived me of my hampered reason. There- 
upon a rasping in high key pitched voice as of a female 
smote my ear in alarmingly close proximity, and instinct- 
ively I sought to make myself invisible to the impending 
danger I felt sure was forthcoming. But, of no avail. 
The approaching band of lynx-eyed fiends had already 
detected me, no doubt owing to their superior keenness 
of vision — and amid derisive outpourings of shrill laugh- 
ter they discovered me partly secreted and leaning tight- 
ly up against a cleft hummock standing sentinel at a 
yawning rent in the ground. 

*' Ha, ha, ha ! thou imp of virtue ; and welcome, 
thrice welcome to the demon's paradise, and how does 
our magnificent scenery strike thee ? ' ' was the ironical 
greeting I heard. Benumbed with nameless fear all 
warmth fled from my trembling body, and on the instant 
I felt as though transformed into a huge icicle, void of 
all courage, and worse still, powerless to make even a 
move for my safety. 

* * Such is the dread effect of the unnatural over the 
natural," argued my troubled brain ; for little should I 
have feared the latter, even though in the habit of the 
grimmest monster, while the expected advent of the 
mystic unknown now literally paralyzed me. 

I was still reclining in my crouched position, my 
back turned upon the objects of my terror, when some- 
thing touched me, and I, with great trepidation, glanced 
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around to face — ah, I'll never forget that sight — four 
horrid ogres, the likes of which were never before por- 
trayed on human vision! And the grim quartette in 
their scant raiments, if raiments they were, belonged to 
the feminine gender. Name them hags, furies, witches, 
spooks, ogres and fiends incarnate, human language is 
utterly inadequate — ^lacks the in this case essential vehe- 
mence to render even a faint description of their awful 
hideousness. 

** Verily,'/ I thought — for amid fear I did consider- 
able thinking — * ' the furies conceived in the fertile brain 
of our Bard of Avon, though by no means nymphs or ideals 
of beauty in their make-up, would have proved them- 
selves angels personified as compared with the inhuman 
creatures in human form revealed to my fear-imbued 
senses. 

** Ha, ha, ha ! " sounded again this diabolical laugh- 
ter ; * * what are we waiting for ? He is none of our ilk ; 
no, he is an intruder in our domain and his mission 
fraught with good intentions is a menace to our passions ; 
come, let us tear him limb for limb, drink his heart's 
blood and make a feast upon his cursed entrails," clam- 
ored the quartette in chorus over me, their intended 
victim. 

Oh, what a gruesome sight and what cruel doom to 
meet; and I remaining spellbound and bereft of all 
strength to offer even the least resistance ! 

Indeed, I felt now that far gone that not even a 
sound could I utter. My fate was sealed I fancied, for 
like a lot of ferocious cannibals and with concerted 
action the furies pounced upon me. Stinging pain 
darted through my quivering flesh, and keenly I was 
made aware of their needle-pointed fangs rending my 
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tender vitals. Soon all was oblivion, however, for how 
long I could not tell, when I gradually regained my 
lost senses, to find myself stretched out on the bare 
ground within an earthly den or grotto, apparently 
nature*s handiwork. 

IN THE HANDS OF MY GRIM ACQUAINTANCE WHO POS- 
SESSES THE VIRTUE OF AN ESCULAPIUS. 

As just Stated, I woke up to the fact that I was in a 
cave ; and my eyes deceived me not — for there kneeling 
beside me with anxious looks depicted on his distorted 
mien was the monster of a man I had beheld but a brief 
while ago. 

** Who are you, and by what mysterious fate have 
I been ushered into your power or companionship ? * ' I 
queried in quivering tones my unsought acquaintance. 

No answer was vouchsafed, so I repeated the ques- 
tion, and in rather loud and impatient strain, smarting 
as I did under the fiendish treatment experienced. 

*' Thou worriest in vain, thou son of earth ; for of 
little avail is maddened distemper in the accursed abode of 
the condemned ; hence becalm thyself and quietly submit 
to my ministrations, and I will endeavor to alleviate 
thy sufferings as best I can,*' reverberated in hollow 
accents the voice of the stranger. And saying this he 
immediately set to work attending to my painful wounds, 
and the remedy applied was a salve or substance 
much alike to moistened clay held in an earthen vessel 
standing beside him. 

At first I recoiled from his loathsome touch, stren. 
uously and frantically offering all resistance possible, 
that he should not come near me, and ended by reviling 
him in the performance of his merciful deed ; but all to 
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no purpose. Firmly, though with gentle hand, he 
easily subdued my physical eflforts ; while my revilings, 
amid earnest entreaties to let me alone, only met with 
silence, accompanied by an expression of sadness mingled 
with pain, darkening his corroding features. But, 
curiously enough, and notwithstanding my repugnant 
aversion to the man, his ministrations lacked not virtue, 
but had, on the contrary, a peculiarly soothing eflfect on 
me — indeed, not only the pain ceased entirely, but soon 
sweet slumber robed me in a shroud of blessed forgetful- 
ness. However, after a spell of repose, the length of 
which duration is beyond my power of estimating, I 
again became sensible of my mystic existence, and open- 
ing my eyes in the prevailing obscurity, the first object 
perceived dimly was that of my noble, though awe-inspir- 
ing, Samaritan squatting on the ground close by me. 

No longer so hideous and repulsive as on the occa- 
sion of our first interview, or on the second one, either ; 
when to behold this being was to feel a deathly shudder, 
which totally unnerved me, his marred visage now re- 
vealed a rather softened expression, and, moreover, 
blended with a look of resignation which in a measure 
softened the murky shadows. 

** Ah, now I remember ! " rang out my voice in 
audible tone, ** verily, you are my savior, the good 
Samaritan who so opportunely came to my rescue, and, 
furthermore, bestowed upon me your wondrous healing 
art, when I imagined myself at death's door. But, 
where am I, and why is this region so frightfully deso- 
late and not fruitful of anything but revolting montrosi- 
ties, in life and inanimate nature? '' 

No reply was returned by my taciturn companion, 
and immovably he retained his recumbent posture, con- 
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tiuually staring with his basilisk eyes into the deep 
gloom which enveloped both of us. In this manner 
minutes and maybe hours lapsed in unbroken silence, 
and at last this tedium, together with my uncomfortable 
position, became unbearably irksome. So attempting 
to arise and feeling my strength partly restored, but 
heedlessly ignoring my forlorn benefactor, I instantly 
made for the rude opening leading out of the tomb-like 
dungeon. Sensible of relief in a certain measure, I 
again anticipated emerging into fresh air and daylight 
on the outside, but as had previously happened met 
with sore disappointment in my expectation. Obscurity 
reigned without the cave almost as black as within ; and 
the dense atmosphere was truly a * * sphere of vapors ; ' ' 
and according to my fancy, and more perceptible than on 
my first advent, charged with a mass of maloderous im- 
purities. • A quick impulse again prompted me to a 
hurried escape from this dismal region So crawling 
through the rugged portal and thence exerting my fleet- 
ness of foot to its utmost, I had already distanced the 
cavern a good stone *s throw behind me, when I came to 
a sudden halt and facing about, began retracing my steps 
toward the spot just departed from. 

An abused conscience had smitten me beratingly. 
Saved from probable death at the hands of my fiendish 
assailants, and then kindly nursed back to health again 
— a deed certainly worthy of some consideration on my 
part — I had coldly, not to say bitterly, abandoned my 
good Samaritan in his dire extremity — aye, turned my 
back upon him without even tendering him as much or 
as little as a friendly nod for the timely relief accorded 
me. Thusly burdened by the feelings of my base in- 
gratitude I again crept into the rocky lair, to discover 
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its lone occupant in the self-same attitude as I had left 
him, a vacant stare still lingering on his sorrow-laden 
countenance, and altogether a picture of unearthly 
wretchedness indescribable. 

Oh, who can describe my sensation of horror and 
grief as I viewed this hapless being? Most assuredly, 
I cannot, nor do I believe thit even a Dante could. It 
was indeed a living death in its most loathsome aspect. 

** But, why won't the poor devil '' — ah, how I re- 
gretted that thought later on — ** put an end to his 
existence, rather than lead a life of such horrid misery ? " 
was the question I put to myself. And I could not in 
my mind refrain from reverting to the hundreds heard 
of who had themselves been the means of exting^shing 
their vital spark, and who, moreover, had committed 
this rash act under circumstances actually favorable, 
when compared to those of my accursed companion in 
his terrible plight. 

Our glances met, and remorsefully 1* fell on my 
knees, suing forgiveness for my ungrateful conduct, at 
the same time imploring him to arise and flee with me 
from this vale of torture and anguish. But he never 
moved ; and his only response was a suggestive shake 
of the head, plainly indicating his unwillingness — 
whether forced or not — of complying with my anxious 
summons. 

* * Why tarry in these dread wilds where only dark- 
ness and despair seem to exist with eternal duration ? 
Come, let us depart at ondre, let us muster our fleetest 
pace that we may leave this misery — abandon this hell, 
before our weakened limbs refuse to carry us," was my 
emotional entreaty. 

A hollow cough resounded within the murky den, 
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and, thereupon, after much distress, the longed for reply 
was forthcoming. 

** Son of earth, thou mayest flee from this accursed 
zone almost at your own sweet will and pleasure, as 
only for some hidden purpose and without having passed 
through the ordeal of death hast thou been conveyed 
hither ; but not so with me ; alas ! no, with me cruel 
fate has otherwise decreed ; and ages may come and 
pass, ere longed-for freedom and light will be my glorious 
boon,'* came the despairing rejoinder. 

* * Your tale is fraught with terror and I fail to 
grasp its hidden meaning,'* I gasped ouc in blank 
amazement, his altered looks burning into my very soul, 
over-awing me even more than the unnatural tone of 
his incomprehensible language. 

A TALK OF WOK INDESCRIBABLK. 

* * Thus far I have sought to curb thy eager quest 
as regards tlfe scene of thy phenomenal advent,'' re- 
sumed the afficted being, *' not that any evil must 
absolutely ensue for gratifying it, but mainly to conceal 
the identity and present state of a forlorn creature, once 
a man reputed and well-known on thy planet. How- 
ever, perceiving thou art determined to delve into our 
mysteries — even into the murky depths of an accursed 
globe set apart as an abiding place for the ungodly only, 
I am now persuaded to reveal unto thee my knowledge, 
which though meager, nevertheless, will open thy vision 
to things unspeakable — yea, secrets of which no human 
of thy sphere, despite his boasted wisdom, has the least 
conception." 

At this point the speaker paused for a brief spell, 
and then gave vent to a few incoherent sentences, when 



suddenly, as before, another paroxysm of violent cough- 
ing robbed him of his speech, wrenching his chest and 
limbs in most cruel contortions. But observing the dire 
distress it caused me, I having again in anxious tiepida- 
tion drawn near to aid him, a grim smile flitted over his 
ghastly mien, as he first by sign, and, thereupon, in a 
voice that cut me to the quick with its rasping sound, 
signified that I should forbear touching him. 

" Have no fear,*' he began, after a few minutes' re- 
lief, his demeanor somewhat calmed down with the 
cessation of the attack endured, and his, by nature, un- 
natural voice growing more distinct as he proceeded, ** I 
am frequently harassed in this manner — aye, by grief, 
pain and misery utterly inconceivable to earthbom man ; 
and so is the well-deserved fate of others confined in 
this vale of affliction ; but it is a punishment without 
end, so to speak — a gnawing worm that never kilhth. 
And yet, would you believe it? there are multitudes of 
souls even worse off" than I am — yea, consigned to gross- 
est darkness and enduring manifold more embittering 
stripes than here are meted out to us condemned out- 
casts. But though chastised at times till on the utter 
verge of despair, still we exist in the firm hope and 
assurance that there is an end to all our suffering — a 
time when our soul's ransom shall have been paid, when 
offenders, great and small, young and old, will be freed 
and accorded some of the dear privileges so foolishly for- 
feited during their earthly sojourn. And but for this 
cherished expectation, that is sure of fulfillment, though 
not before every evil deed is expiated and offended jus- 
tice shall be reconciled, this hellish abode would speedily 
degenerate into a veritable pandimonium — a world of 
howling maniacs, void of reason and responsibility. For 
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verily, where there is no hope, no reason abideth in the 
scourged transgressor. But, saddest of all : even with 
hope's bright beacon shining in the distance, some- 
times very close at hand, and ever approaching nearer 
and nearer, with promise of ultimate deliverance to us 
woe-begone wretches, aye, with some of us on the very 
eve of freedom, not a few become deranged, and then 
raving maniacs, owing to their bitterness of heart and 
consequent loss of hope — their sole support in this 
blighting affliction. And dreadful as our doom other- 
wise is, verily far beyond human ken, this fact that not 
a few of our fellow-sufferers are under the ban of demen- 
tia, and in their maddened fury cunningly on the watch 
to assail us and take our lives — were death possible, 
makes our lamented situation still more unendurable." 
. At this juncture, and during a slight pause, I had 
become so absorbed in the mystic narrative related by 
my wretched companion that I no longer harbored any 
fear, and, moreover, had banished all thought of my 
sore predicament ; and while under this influence, and 
eager to learn something else, I now quite inadvertently 
edged in a brief sentence, the drift of my inquiry being 
as to where we were located. 

** Alas, my friend," answered me, this harassed be- 
ing, '* little do I know as to where our place of bondage 
is — forsooth, very little, indeed ; and, strange to say, no 
one else seems to be much wiser ; and yet' it is a much 
mooted question among us. Nevertheless, as far as I 
have been able to learn, based in part upon a nearly 
forgotten earthly experience in such matters, and partly 
upon constant enquiries, aiding my crude researches 
made, there is good reason for believing that we are 
situated far, far remote from thy world, and according: 
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to my almost certain conviction on one of the Tifeless 
orbs linked to murky Jupiter in his march through the 
silent heavens. 

* * Are all these satellites so gloomy and barren of 
life as this one, or as void of life-giving elements as they 
claim our moon is ? '* was my next query. 

** Having no evidence to the contrary, I have no 
reason to believe otherwise, especially if the life-giving 
light is lacking,*' was the laconic answer given. 

A VISIT TO THE PARODOXICAL ABYSS OF OBLIVION. 

Now a prolonged silence again ensued within the 
sombre cavern ; and both of us remained perfectly 
speechless as well as motionless for awhile. At length, 
however, my companion bestirred himself again, not to 
resume the broken narrative that had claimed my un- 
divided interest, but silently moving on hands and 
knees toward the cave's outlet, whither he beckoned me 
to follow him. 

'* Come, and I will initiate thee still deeper into our 
dire secrets, but beware, and do not by word or deed 
meddle with any chance wayfarer we may encounter on 
our path ; for that might bring serious obstacles in our 
way,'* was the rather peremptory warning. 

And having imposed this injunction the ungainly 
man took the lead in the direction of a rocky eminence, 
barely visible, though apparently at no great distance 
from our starting point. 

The prevailing gloom having by this time assumed 
a very murky hue, a fact I had noted before, but failed 
to account for, I now made bold to express my wonder 
at this mysterious change, a gradual transformation 
from g^loom to darkness, as it were. 
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** Darkness ! * * echoed the man my expressed 
thought, his voice again quivering with overflowing 
emotion ; ** oh, would to heaven it were never darker 
than now thou seest it, and slight murmuring or sullen 
discontent would prevail in our deplorable state ; but 
not so ; for soon feal darkness will brood over this 
blighted waste, the likes of which was never known to 
earthly man — nay, not even to those ancient dwellers 
amid the caves of Baise and Cumse, reputed for their gross 
obscurity ; and then morn will come and pass and there 
shall be no light, when all of us will be buried as in a 
living tomb, and gnashing our teeth subject to unspeak- 
able misery.'* 

Stricken with renewed fear, and yet morbidly in- 
quisitive, I was on the point of craving still more light 
on this disheartening subject, when, quite unexpectedly, 
first three and then two figures in human form glided 
silently past us ; and, sadly enough, all were more or 
less tmder the ban of bodily mutilation, appearing crip- 
I^ed and deformed, though with singularly glowing 
eyes, like those of the unked guide walking beside me. 
Stolen glances were exchanged, but not a word was 
spoken on either side ; and stealthily the mute wander- 
ers strode by us, while we, unmolested, pursued our 
rough path over rocks, lava and ashes, covering the 
ground, till finally compelled to an abrupt halt at the 
verge of a frightful chasm yawning beneath us. 

** Verily, and this must be the border of hell,'* I 
quaked in sore alarm, observing as I did the coal-black 
darkness literally welling forth from this to all appear- 
ance bottomless pit. But hell was a misnomer I thought 
afterwards, as no fire was apparent in this concentrated 
darkness. 
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Now apprehending lest my shattered nerves should i 
be the innocent cause of my downfall and sure destrue- I 
tion, as imagined, I instantly wheeled about to insure I 
my safety from the dangerous brink, when I was brought 
to a sudden standstill by the excited outburst of my 
slightly distanced companion, which nearly paralyzed me. 

" Move another pace without my guidance, and 
thou art lost — must surely perish and enter the shades 
of oblivion," was the warning behest, '*for only at my 
side art thou safe while loitering amid the confines of 
utter annihilation, where perisheth not thy body alone, 
but thy otherwise undying soul in everlasting destruc- 
tion." 

** Oh! " I gasped out, again over-awed with fear, 
' ' shades of oblivion and utter annihilation ! and reserved 
for whom ? " 

** Not for thee, nor me, either, thanks to a merciful, 
but ^'ust God who ruleth all ; but, alas ! for many who 
have offended their Maker, even in so far as to have for- 
feited all claim to exist any more, and who, therefore, 
are consigned to utter annihilation, like unto the inani- 
mate clay, once their soul's frail tabernacle," answered 
me, the alarmed guide, as he hurried near to guard my 
movements. 

And I paused, my mind overwhelmed with a maze 
of still more perplexing emotions, conceived from what 
I had heard and seen. 

BEHOLD THE WONDERS OF OBLIVION'S ABYSS ! 

'* How and when will this unearthly mystery end, 
and what was your object in conducting me hither?" 
rang out my voice amid the deathly stillness which 
brooded over our ominous confines. 
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** Forbear thy idle questioning for the present, and 
irn about and meekly await the approaching develop- 
lents soon to appear ; and what thou shalt then witness 
ill not devolve upon me to impart/' was the somewhat 
isty reply. 

I turned around, and in doing so, my vision sweep- 
ig the gruesome pit facing me, lo and behold ! there 
scending from the frowning black deep, on whose brink 
had lingered, was a structure as of a magnificent 
lausoleum gradually revealed to my astounded gaze. 
Lud from base to pinnacle this grand monument was 
nveloped in a halo of sparkling flames, disclosing its 
larvelous beauty. 

** Ah, what a monument of almost supernatural 
rt,'* I thought, as I essayed to grasp a few of the main 
etails of this elaborate memorial pile. And I wondered 
3 whose memory it was erected, whether to proud mag- 
ate of aggrandized wealth inordinate, or to one whose 
ime — so unsurpassingly extolled — was built upon truer 
lerit ; and then on my dream-like vision was pictured 
1 meager detail some of its more prominent features. 

There was the base, and, indeed, a very massive 
ne, I imagined, formed out of choicest granite, reflect- 
ig shapes like a mirror ; and posing thereon were 
welve finely wrought marble columns with ionic capi- 
tis. The entablature with its handsome cornice, and 
tie broad frieze ornamented with vermiculated panels 
nd alternate festoons, shining like silver, were likewise 
f marble. And each pair of pillars were connected by 
loresque archways of most beautiful design ; while 
Dwering high over all arid surrounded by an exquisite 
rellis work, whose arrowheaded balusters shone like 
old, appeared a snow-white shaft, tapering gently to-. 
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ward its golden apex. And last, but not least conspic- 
uous, was the richlj'^ adorned sarcophagus, resting on 
what appeared a tessalated marble pedestal within this 
magnificent tomb. 

THE MYSTIC EPITAPH. 

Time flitted by, and I, as had happened before, bore 
no thought of it, nor for my mysterious condition ; no, 
my whole soul was absorbed in the contemplation of 
this glorious spectacle, so weirdly grand and dazzling. 
But soon I was rudely awakened from my protracted 
reverie, and by the words: ** Son of earth, read and 
take warning ! ' ' issuing in grief-stricken tones from the 
mouth of the condemned man on guard close by me. 

** Read what ? '* I faltered, glancing at my sorrow- 
laden companion ; when, lo ! unfolded directly over the 
main portal facing me, I promptly beheld an extensive 
tablet, surmounted by a tiny cross, and covered by 
numerous letters from top to bottom. And I began 
reading, or at least essayed to do so, but to my chagrin 
met with total failure, in trying to decipher its seemingly 
plain inscription. And yet there was no lack of light 
to bedim my spying glance, the subtile art pertaining to 
this pompous mausoleum, with its gold-inscribed tablet, 
being illumined in most resplendent glory. 

I stared and peered and strained my vision to the 
utmost that I might unravel this lustrous epitaph, but 
all in vain — from its mystic characters no eflfort of mine 
could evolve any possible meaning, no, not even a coher- 
ent sentence. 

** Strange,'* I muttered, impatient over my ill 
success ; ** the characters are molded in bold relief ; they 
are exposed in brilliant light and seem not couched in 
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unintelligible tongue ; and here I stand an intelligent 
being, a master in the art of reading, and, nevertheless, 
unable to solve their possibly weighty import. Again, 
I resumed this trying experiment — my eyes in much 
pain and literally protruding from their irritated sockets, 
but with the self-same disheartening result as had been 
previously experienced. 

** Now, you read ; for evidently this memorial was 
not inscribed to satisfy the curiosity of earth-bom man ,- 
at least it is no open book to my understanding,'' I churl- 
ishly remarked to my cicerone and guardian. And 
time lapsed, with me impatiently awaiting a reply, but 
none was forthcoming. 

Totally nonplussed, and yet determined, despite the 
many futile attempts made, to make still another effort 
to solve this puzzling problem, I now buried my face in 
my hands, before this, the last trial, hoping thereby to 
fortify mj^ strained ey^esight with a better result, when, 
lo ! all of a sudden revealed to my mind's eye a blazing 
marble disc appeared in clear outline — ^the very image of 
the one discovered with eyes unfolded — and imprinted 
thereon a multitude of golden letters in symmetric array, 
and all encircled like its counterpart with a wreath of 
sublime grandeur. And I read, for now everj^hing was 
plain like unto thd solar orb, dancing on the clear hori- 
zon ; and thush' was the quaint inscription worded : 

HIC^JACET. 

JAY GOULD. 

Once ranked among the most opulent magnates of the 
world's financial autocrats. Insatiable was his gjeed for 
gold ; and striving hard to hoard up the treasures of the 
earth he remained stolidly blind to those everlasting treas- 
ures, which heaven alone could grant him. Spurred onward 
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by a spirit of unconquerable covetousness for temporary gains 
he plunged headlong into the seething vortex of finance with 
its tempting allurements, forgetful of God and ignoring his 
poor fellowmen. Magnificent was his lustre ; and, for a 
time, though, alas ! a brief one, he shone, a scintillating orb 
amid the world's proud nabobs. Possessed of shiploads of 
gold, and robed in luxury and splendor that even kings en- 
vied, he lacked nothing that money could buy ; and yet it 
could not be said he was truly happy— no, far from it ! And, 
at last, grim Death made its sure advent and blasted his 
short-lived glory. Cold was its relentless embrace — yea, cold 
unto death even, but no gold of his could purchase immunity 
from this inexorable foe. 

Once in the zenith of earthly splendor, he now lieth a 
heap of dust in the nadir of earthly obscurity. In life, ele- 
vated on fortune's topmost pinnacle ; in death, cold clay 
gathered with the lowest of mortal btiings. 

Friend, whoever thou art, and whatever thy station be in 
life : Take heed and follow not in his footpath. He wor- 
shiped the Golden Calf and bended his best efforts for the sole 
attainment of riches and earthly glory. And now, alas ! 'tis 
all welked, all disappeared like a phantom — aye, like unto 
the vain aspirations of the diseased mind, which' sought and 
thought the accumulation of earthly dross the quintessence of 
genuine happiness. Indeed, he was envied in life, but who 
canst now envy him — he the once mighty Croesus — in his 
corrupt sepulchre ? 

FINIS ! 

''Sic transit gloria fmtndi!'' I shuddered," as I 
dwelt on the last two words, ** corrupt sepulchre," 
which ended this unique epitaph. And I read and re- 
read its truly woeful import, literally devouring every 
word and sentence disclosed, when gross darkness again 
intervened, and I opened my eyes to discover the mystic 
tombstone gone — aye, vanished with its fiery emblazonry 
as inconceivably as it had first appeared to my astounded 
vision . 
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** Oh, my God! '* I cried in tremulous voice, my 
i mind burdened with recurring awe and no longer in- 
tently absorbed by the weird spectacle which had craved 
my undivided attention. And with this outburst I in- 
stinctively turned to my guardian — now a powerful 
wizard in my estimation — for an explanation of this be- 
witching phantom. 

** Hold thy peace, for I will sp^ak,'* he hastened to 
observe ; and as it seemed divining my thoughts and 
bent upon anticipating my question ere utterance was 
given. And a bewailing moan grated on my organs 
of hearing, when in tones almost stifled with despair the 
uncanny man first made me an object of his fiery glance 
for a few moments and then began unburdening his soul 
in utter disconsolate spirit. 

A HARROWING TALK OF WOE AND WARNING. 

** Messenger from the Earth, thy morbid desire 
(indeed, everything was morbid on his cursed planet) 
8haU be fully granted — yea, even in as far as I am con- 
cerned though I have so far been chary in revealing my 
Own identity,*' sounded by way of introduction his 
primary utterances. Then raising his hand to his fore- 
head as though irresolute what next to say he remained 
quietly musing for awhile. 

* * Ah ! ' ' he muttered as he heaved a long-drawn 
sigh, ** must I humble myself that low ds to surrender 
in thy keeping the history of my abject state, which, 
coupled with my name will but render me an object of 
scorn among my former fellowmen ? ' ' 

** Aye, be it so,'* he added in louder tone ; *' verily, 
thou shalt know it all, and may it lend to thy weal and 
prove a wholesome warning to thee and unto whomso- 
ever thou mayest thy knowledge impart — the tidings of 
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thy strange vicissitudes experienced in the realm of the 
accursed. And now hearken : for, behold, posing be- 
fore thee, in spiritual anguish more bitter and unendur- 
able than the most excruciating earthly grief, even, 
searing the undying soul to the innermost core, is the 
outcast spirit of him whose true epitaph thou hast seen. 
Thou seemeth amazed, or mayhap thou thinkest my 
statement not worth}^ of credence ? Oh, fain would I thou 
wert right in such belief ; that my tongue, prompted by 
a sickly brain's distorted imagery, merely prattled in 
empty parlance, shorn of sense and void of reality ; but, 
alas ! my words are but too true. And as I said and 
now reluctantly affirm : In me thou seest the tortured 
soul in its dire wretchedness; a being harassed by 
scourges unceasing, and condemned to woe and affliction 
that even death cannot end. For, although Death's 
allies are here — a host of disease-breeding imps of most 
malignant aspect ; the fell fiend himself, barred by in- 
scrutable behest, can neither abide among us, nor has 
he the power to sever our mean existence. And yet, 
wouldst thou believe it ? fain would we greet his advent ; 
yea, with eager welcome ; but deliverance through 
death is the on earth dreaded transition ordeal accorded 
not to this sphere, and, in m^^ understanding, limited to 
but few of the other planets in our mighty solar system 
— that is, death in its earthly sense, j'ou understand. 
Hence, we are doomed to exist and suflfer, without 
respite or deliverance — some for days of easy reckoning, 
perhaps ; and others, alas ! for days and nights that en- 
dureth for ages to come — all writhing under a just pun- 
ishment meted out, either light or severe, according to 
their evil deeds committed during, their state of proba- 
tion. Therefore, lend ear to my\admonition, I adjure 
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thee ; and while there is still time, seeing thy sojourn on 
earth is not yet ended, eschew evil with all its tempting 
allurements, and with a heart imbued with true godli- 
ness, strive for the attainment of that which is worth 
having— namely, a happy life to come, the sure reward 
of good deeds performed by man or woman/' 

Here the speaker's aggravating distemper again 
assailed him, but he quickly got over it, however, and 
continued his sad discourse. 

**Once I was great ^'^ he recommenced — and with 
peculiar emphasis on the adjective — '' but now I know, 
and I think I knew then, though I spurned to be guided 
by it, that earthly wealth and earthly distinction, fos- 
tered by innate greed or morbid ambition, never was 
and never will be a source of true moral felicity to the 
human family. On the contrary, and mark my word, 
these so eagerly desired commodities are in most in- 
stances a fountain of continual worry and vexation to 
the presumed happy possessor. No, only frugality, 
tempered with genuine contentment, is the true spirit 
of the fabled Philosopher's Stone, so much sought after ; 
but, ah ! vain creatures that we are : only a few of us 
are endowed with the rare quality of seeking in the right 
place for it, and once found, resting content in its truly 
priceless possession. Talk about thy earth's supreme 
splendor, its untold riches and boasted philosophy ; why, 
it is all mockery — all vanity, pure and simple, as com- 
pared with the blissful state, awaiting the lucky possess- 
or — not of wealth and eminence great, but of noble 
deeds — in the hidden realms beyond. And what is 
earthly time when measured by the infinite periods of an 
unbounded eternity awaiting us, an epoch as lasting as 
our good works, and which should aflford man, not pain 
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and misery untold, but unspeakable, celestial happiness 
in all its progressive stages ? Oh, it reckons for naught 
— a mere illusion that lasteth but the wink of an eye, as 
it were — and then vanisheth like a shadow. And here 
let me remind thee : No one can in truth plead ignor- 
ance of the two destinies beyond — a paradise and a hell, 
so to speak — , although the diversity of opinion extant is 
by no means clear as to their precise location and dis- 
tinct characteristics. Oh, no, this knowledge is intui- 
tive in man — aye, impressed even on the untutored 
intellect of the rude savage, dwelling afar from religion. 
And yet perverse humanity will heedlessly persist in 
ignoring this inspired cognition — yea, hazard all hope 
for a blessed hereafter, simply for the sake of freely, and 
without restraint, indulging for but a temporary spell 
the wicked bent of their unbridled passions. Will their 
goal be one of glory, you think ? Oh, no, decidedly 
not ; for where the justice of earth faileth, the justice of 
heaven will never miscarry ; and the transgressor fleeth 
to his doom, though, thanks to a merciful Providence, 
not irrevocably into perdition eternal in duration. For 
where heavenly justice reigneth every sinful act will 
meet with its due chastisement, but it will be a chastise- 
ment commensurate with its more or less grave nature, 
as made manifest in the evil-doer ; hence, some will 
sufifer many stripes, while others will endure correspond- 
ingly less, — all being served in exact proportion to their 
just deserts. But I am digressing, and ere long we 
must part, hence, let me carry out my object in conduct- 
ing thee hither : that of unfolding thoughts and remin- 
iscences with especial regard to my own personality. 

** Many men's sinful passion, though, by the way, 
this trait is not considered particularly wicked in thy 
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w^orld's eye, is an uncontrollable craving for hoarding 
ip vast piles of earthly treasures ; and in the majority of 
nstances at the expense of their less fortunate or less 
ihrewd fellow-beings, who become a prey to their grasp- 
ng influence. Gold is their sole aim, and gold they 
Qust acquire at all hazards and regardless by what 
Qeans ; and, sad to confess, among such men, and in a 
ike manner entangled in the meshes of huge accumula- 
ions amassed, was even I numbered during my brief 
arth-life. Oh, that it had been otherwise and that I 
ad then seen as now I see the irredeemable past loom- 
ig up before my dim vision ! Friends I counted with- 
ut number, in a certain sense ; some mere dogs snapping 
reedily after every stray crumb that dropped from my 
chly laden board, and others, like me, imbued with 
le same insatiable greed for enormous heaps of wealth ; 
lit not one of them, as they frantically strove to aug- 
ment their pile, lying, swindling and actually robbing to 
ppease their unquenchable thirst for riches, seemed to 
s aware of their culpable folly, nor did they, by word 
: sign, intimate in my presence the utter fallacy of the 
7il pursuits that claimed our sole devotion. Oh, that 
)me kind soul had revealed to me my vain course, aye, 
le barren results of the all-absorbing gold mania that 
assessed my innermost heart ; and that my mind, 
rompted by truly noble impulses, had been moved to 
nd willing ear and ready obedience to such wholesome 
lachings ! 

**But, woe unto me — ah, woe, indeed! For how 
m I, in truth, upbraid the kind soul for not pointing 
lit my erroneous waj^s, or charge my mind with neglect 
I not so doing ? when my own good sense and frequent 
ings of a much abused conscience neVer failed to lay 
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bare my reprehensible acts — aye, wicked deeds, as now I 
see them. Moreover, I lacked not for human counsel, 
verily, counsel of virtue priceless had I but lived up to 
it. Blessed with one true earthly friend, an intimate 
associate, bj^ the way, who never flattered me, but, on the 
contrary, often deprecated the foolish way I was pursu- 
ing, it was frequently impressed on my blunted mind — 
ah, blunted, indeed ! thart man should foster more laud- 
able desires in life than simply be striving for earthly 
gains. And ofttimes I listened and felt sensibly moved 
by this sincere admonition. But the tender impression 
was not lasting, however ; alas ! no ; for its retaining 
virtue, a humble heart and noble desire for higher aims, 
were the essential qualities I was so sadly deficient of. 
And onward I plunged into the ever seething vortex of 
wild speculation which surrounded me, every heaven- 
born impulse set at naught, and every good counsel 
stifled by the all-consuming morbid hankering for aug- 
menting still more the already'' vast accumulations I 
possessed." 

Here my companion's voice, never clear and dis- 
tinct, but hollow and wheezy as though emanating from 
the decaying bosom of a consumptive in his last stages, 
grew painfully hoarse and almost inaudible; Again a 
pause ensued, when I, who thus far had posed an awe- 
stricken but silent auditor, felt tempted to give voice to 
a question, conceived by this harrowing recital. But, 
no, the forlorn outcast brooked no interruption in his 
gloomy narrative. 

' * Hush ! and keep thy peace ; for our parting hour 
is near at hand,'* was the imperative order; and in- 
stantly I was checked, even before a single word of 
mine had broken the silent spell. 
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** I am cognizant of thy inmost thoughts/* he re- 
sumed, *' only remain a passive listener ; and thou shalt 
learn it all — all that is required for the attainment of 
genuine happiness, provided thou wilt be guided by it. 
But, ah me, what a simpleton I be ; I, a proscribed 
outcast, beyond the pall of light and freedom forfeited, 
to teach thee what is requisite for the attainment of 
true happiness ! Oh, no ! Yet once I enjoyed this 
blessed privilege, that is : of knowing and guiding my 
course according to this all-important knowledge. But 
I heeded it not. Naj^, in my vaunted pride I spurned 
all such teachings. And I came to grief; was cast into 
the dell of darkness, deprived of all knowledge, aye, all 
life-giving intelligence, save vain regrets, as to what 
might have been, had I but observed the good counsel 
and the ever-pricking conscience which stimulated to 
better deeds. And now my constant cry is : Oh, that 
I had then seen as now I see the irredeemable past looming 
up before my bedimmed vision ! Never, no, never ! my 
path should have led into this abode — so fruitful of grief 
and desolation. 

** Yet cruel faith willed it so, methinks. I shunned 
the beacon of light, and stranded on the rock of perdi- 
tion. And, alas ! here I must abide for ages, perhaps — 
yea, ages of torment and grief, beyond human ken — ere 
the constant longing of my wretched soul, a final deliv- 
erance, is meted out as a salve to my untold suflferings. 
Thy mystic visit is nearing its end, my earthly friend ; 
and ere long our brief companionship will be sundered. 

* * Shall we meet again ? I know not ; but if so or- 
dained, may we meet where there is joy and no afflic- 
tion to mar our future existence. Meager knowledge 
thou hast gained in thy strange advent ; and still thou 
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hast seen and heard much that even those who lay ^ 
claim to great wisdom have not the least conception of. ^ 

Let my despair and misery be remembered by thee, '--^ 
and disdain not to communicate to thy earth a knowl- 
edge thereof. This that her inhabitants may take 
timely warning and even repent of their ways of evil be- 
fore it is too late. 

** Ah, multitudes wallow in wickedness and never 
mend, and others take a notion to repent, just as the 
sun of their spent life is nearing his horizon ; but that 
is the coward's repentance — the nauseous wail of the 
woe-begone hypocrite, standing at the entrance of the 
dreaded unknown. And woe unto such craven souls; 
for neither prayer nor repentance will profit him who 
deferreth to the' last hour, ere he turnethfrom his wicked 
course. But, hear-k-en ! " 

Another pause, and a rattling sound became pain- 
fully audible ; and once more the shocking malady was 
visited upon, the afflicted spokesman. But as though 
mindful that our final separation was no longer to be 
retarded and seemingly anxious to still further unburden 
his despairing soul, with one supreme eflfort he suc- 
ceeded in quelling his unrelenting foe ; and then, in 
spasmodic gasps, he blurted out a few more sentences. 
And their import? Well, it implied a warning, but de- 
stined for other ears than yours, and to be disclosed not 
now, but at some time in the future, as enjoined by my 
suffering companion. And now the crisis — the violent 
scourge he no longer could withstand, overwhelmed him. 

' * Take-heed !-take-he-ed ! '/ sounded the agonizing 
cry from his quaking bosom ; and with a warning gest- 
ure and a last word, *' Rem ! '* cut short by the 

malady which took his breath, his trembling form van- 
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ished as in a cloud of smoke, when I awoke in a fit of 
anguish, to find the dread ordeal passed through, only 
a dream, happily interrupted by niy sick boy's plaintive 
voice, whimpering for a drink of water. 

THE DROP OF THE CURTAIN. 

Now, Sir* here I conclude my strange narrative, though still 
more might have been told, which was impressed on my mind 
during a subsequent recurrence of this very same dream— a 
dream, Sir, not of idle revery, as ordinarily conceived in dor- 
mant brain, but a vision, as it were, into a mystic unknown, 
beyond mortal ken. Thus I believe, at least, whereas you, from 
a worldly point of view and the fact that the above tale may ex- 
cite your chagrin, instead of evoking a feeling of pleasure, no 
doubt will think that the dreamer is foolishly pestering you with 
a medley of insufferable jargon, void of all reason. Be that as it 
may. Pass upon it your own censorship, — and decide your future 
course accordingly. My not self-imposed task is at an end, so 
now only remains the sending of it, when I trust the unceasing 
worry, consequent upon its shunned performance, shall no longer 
encumber my brain, even to the detriment of what concerns me 
more than your person — namely, the duties to myself, collectively 
speaking. 

A personage of your wealth and position is, no doubt, used to 
being hampered by beggars, cranks and impostors of all shades, 
wherefore, you may also see fit to place me in a like category ; in 
your keenness of decernment seeing, or fancying you can see, 
some crafty or* mercenary motive underlying this communication. 
But let me undeceive you, Sir. 1 am no beggar ; neither do I 
foster any vicious designs against your person or ** fortune." 
But if so be that I am a "crank ; " why, then, let me assure you 
that the fault lieth not with me, any more than the rare endow- 
ment you possess— that of turning everything into gold, by your 
touch — is a gift of your making. And mark my word : Beware 
how you use or abuse that gift. Therefore, think not what man 
possesseth, either physically or mentally, is conclusively the self- 
evident result of his own resources. No, far from it. We have, 
indeed, very little of ourselves. It all emanates from two hidden 
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powers — name them what you please. And by one of th 
powers have I been inspired — ^ah, am I imposing on your ere 
lity ? — to write you the preceding pages, — whether flowing fron 
evil source or one of goodness supreme, you are at liberty 
judge for yourself. 

In addition, I will respectfully beg you, after reading t 
my epistle, that is — provided you deem it worthy of perusal- 
forthwith return it to me, or a copy thereof, for which purp 
please find the necessary postage enclosed. My reason for 
simple request is, that I wish to disclose its contents to one d 
to me, and, furthermore, retain it as a cherished memento of 
of the most strange incidents within my rather varied exp 
ence. 

Trusting you will not fail in complying with this my wis 
remain, Yours sincerely, 

Oakland, Cal. H. K. OLSEN. 



N. B. HaviDg so freely mentioned a living man's name in this, my 
functory effort to narrate an odd experience, I seriously doubt whetht 
poss 88 any moral right to hide my own identity. Hence, the above subS' 
tion of my own cognomen, as a guaranty of good faith only — to the i 
absence of any morbid hankering after notoriety. 



fvl^ 



ERRATA. 



Page 5, 2n(l line from top— June 5, 1892; read— Jnly 6, 1891, 
" 11, 7th " *' —wandering; read — meandering. 
12, 7th " " — path; read patch. 
0, 3rd " '' — lessalated; read tessellated. 
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